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after the death of Herbert, a promising lad of nine, who
fell a prey to diphtheria, he wrote:
". . . This loss has only intensified my desire to continue . . . that work
of child-rescue committed to my care. As my dear boy lay gasping in
my arms, and I gazed into the little pinched face, growing cold in death,
hundreds of other child-faces appeared to me through his, while other
wistful eyes looked out at me by the waning light of his dear eyes. I
could but resolve afresh, as I then did, that, by God's grace, I would
consecrate myself anew to the blessed task of rescuing helpless little ones
from the miseries of a neglected and sinful life. Now I know the vows of
God are on me. I dare not turn aside from this work. By His help I will
not! The little ones are His; yes, assuredly the children belong to Jesus
Christ. Let it be my task through life to fold and shepherd them for
Him."
The qualities of Barnardo's mind and heart were profoundly
influenced by the Faith which brought harmony and poise
to a singularly many-sided career; yet they deserve separate
notice. Dr. Grattan Guinness once referred to Barnardo's
"beaming face, cheery voice, broad brow, big brain, glowing
heart, indomitable courage, tender sympathy, intense
philanthropy, unwearied activity, and marvellous practical
ability". This tribute seems fulsome; but it is the pen-picture
of one who knew Barnardo as few had the opportunity of
knowing him, and, upon examination, we see that if any
of these characteristics were omitted, something essential
to a life-portrait would be missed; for from many independent
sources, comes evidence that every trait here ascribed to
him was woven into the warp and woof of his being.
Barnardo had a scientifically trained, a well-stored and
a logical mind. His private library contained more than
four thousand volumes; and of these he knew "something
in all, and everything in some3'. Nor is this amazing, for
between midnight and three a.m. he habitually spent an
hour or two among his books—the one life-long recreation
he indulged. And how well he could marshal his knowledge
is proved by his efforts, as his own Counsel, in Court.
Had he been a barrister he would have been second to
no K.C. of his day. Yet for all his breadth and depth of

